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Heavy black clouds obscured the night sky and thunder rumbled around the wilds of Colorado. In the distance, 
just over the peak of a mountain, Kirk could make out forks of lightning piercing the sky. Thick groves of 
shadowy pine trees lined the winding road and the car's headlights were only just cutting through the heavy 


rain. 
| have to be here. | have no choice. F | don't, Hl never know the truth 


Truth be told, Kirk would rather be anywhere else. He didn't want to be driving a heavyset off-road vehicle 
through Colorado's steep mountains. He'd rather have been at home, even if that had meant battling with the 
thoughts that constantly rolled through his mind. 


He was making for Idaho Springs, a tiny goldrush town turned bedroom town for local ski workers. The 
population was less than two thousand people and dropped even further in the summer months. No questions 
were asked for a new build property high in the mountains and with little access to the winding roads. Whoever 


owned it didn't want their name, nor their face, known. 


Except that Kirk knew exactly who it belonged to and had made arrangements to visit. The arrangements had, 
as always, been clandestine and with the express promise that nothing would be said to the outside world. Not 


a word. Not even a breath. 


The entryway to the house was discreetly hidden between a pair of pine trees. The only indication that anyone 
lived in that direction was a small, snow-white boulder placed beside the narrow roadway. Blink and it would 


gone. 


Kirk slowed and eased himself onto the gravel track. Loose stones crunched beneath the off-roader's wheels as 
he followed the bends in the road. The only light came from his headlights and, as careful as he was being, Kirk 
couldn't help but feel that all wasn't well. Shadows crept along the rain-soaked ground, the dark patches made 
by sinewy branches bringing his darkest dreams to life. Kirk could see them creeping among the trees and 
across the mountains, nightmares that needed to die quiet deaths and recede from his mind. But they were 


there, out in the wilds of Colorado, and threatening to haunt him once more. 


He made one final turn and found himself sitting in a wide gravel parking lot. Before him stood the cabin that 
he'd been looking for, a sprawling single story wooden building that would never found. Security lights sprang to 
life and illuminated the area as he put the car into park Not very conspicuous but it gave the cabin's owner 
an idea of who was sitting outside. Kirk suspected that there were several other security measures that he 


couldn't see including motion sensors and hidden cameras. 

For a moment, Kirk sat and stared at the cabin. The rain pounded against the roof of the car and obscured the 
windscreen with a splatter-dash of water. He wanted to get out and walk to the door. But just willing himself 
to move was difficult. He had an inkling of what lay beyond the cabin walls but he wasn't sure if he was ready 
to face it. 

Through the rain he saw a door open. A hulking shadow loomed in the brightly lit portal. His time had arrived. 


Pulling his jacket around him, Kirk stepped from the car and slammed the door shut in his wake. Above him, 
the heavy clouds parted briefly enough to allow him a glimpse of the full moon. 


"James?" he called. 

"m here." The voice sounded raspy and a little more measured than usual. 

He walked towards the light and stepped through the doorway. It was only once the door was closed against 
the driving rain that Kirk was able to take in what stood before him. his fight or flight response went into 
overdrive and Kirk found himself pressed up against the nearest wall as he stared. 

"James?" 

The being that stood in the light of the hallway looked vaguely like James. Yet the man who was pushing sixty 
had vanished. In his place was someone - or something - that resembled the man who'd roamed the world's 


stages back in the early 1990s. 


Blue eyes stared out at him from a distinctly canine shaped face while long teeth were set in the being's 


snout-like mouth. The head and broad shoulders were covered with thick sandy-yellow hair which melted down 


onto a wide chest. Legs that had been thick with muscle before looked set to explode from the pair of black 
jeans that the creature wore. Both hands and feet looked more like paws with pads and claws on the ends of 
fingers and toes. Pointed ears, also coated in yellow fur, twitched on top of the being's head. A thick, bushy tail 
flicked back and forth around his ankles. 


Kirk could see his reaction mirrored in the canine-looking face. Sadness swept through those blue eyes and the 
wide shoulders became a little more rounded. Horror at his repulsion swept through Kirk and he stepped away 
from the wall. 


"James, l'm sorry," he murmured. "I'm so sorry. | didn't mean to react like that." 


"Is okay." The wolf-man sighed, his whole body rising and falling as he did. "Why don't you come in. | can 


explain everything.’ 


"You don't have to. You never have to explain a thing." His desire to embrace his transformed friend was 


overwhelming and Kirk had to mentally remind himself not to move too quickly. 


They walked through the cabin and Kirk took in how snug and warm it was. A getaway from the outside world 
and a place to hide when, well, something like this happened. The walls were painted in warm colours and 
comfortable furniture dotted every room. Large windows opened out onto what Kirk assumed would be 


stunning views come morning and the passing of the storm. 
Finally they were seated on a couch in an open plan living area Kirk recognised a few of the features from 
some of James' Zoom calls. He'd always wondered why those calls had taken place during daylight hours and 


had put it down to James wanting to keep normal working hours while they were apart. 


A fireplace was filled with a roaring fire and Kirk instantly felt himself relaxing. He watched the dancing flames 


for a moment before turning his attention back to James. 
"When did this start?" he softly asked. 


The best before him sighed, his whole body rising from the couch as he did, before he glanced towards the 


fire. "Remember when | went hunting in Siberia?" 


Kirk nodded. The memories were painful for all of them. While they'd fuelled a revival in the band, up to and 


including a documentary, the legacy of that time still lingered around them. "I do." 


James shook his head. He seemed conflicted as to whether he should be telling his story. Leaning forward, Kirk 


placed a hand on his knee. "You can keep going. I'm not going to tell a soul. | promise." 


That snout twitched into something of a smile. "| was bitten by another while out hunting. Not badly, thankfully. 
Which was good as we were far from medical help. But enough for this to happen" 


In the firelight, Kirk looked at the features that he could still make out. Tattoos, now distorted by the change 
in James’ body and thick fur, were just about visible. Those eyes were still human. And around his throat was 
a necklace from which hung Cliffs ring. 


"Every month for the past twenty years?" he quietly asked. 
James nodded. "Every month. Twice if there's a blue moon" 


To Kirk, James was the living embodiment of every horror film that he'd ever seen. Urban legends and spook 


stories that were supposed to be just that; stories. 
But those stories had to come from somewhere. Vampires were reportedly inspired by blood-borne diseases 


while werewolves, Kirk assumed, most likely came from stories told on wintery nights to make kids behave. Yet 


what if there was some truth to those stories? Truth that had been lost to the trickle of time? 
"Does anyone else know?" 

James shook his head, his mane of fur shimmering in the low light. "No one." 

"Why me?" 

"Because you'd understand" 


It was obvious that he wasn't used to speaking while in wolf form. His voice rasped and hissed through his 


teeth and words seemed to be a strain on his vocal chords. 


Instead Kirk talked. He talked about their happy memories together. Of travelling, of making music, of being a 
family. He found himself becoming more comfortable in James' changed presence. Shifting along the couch, Kirk 
made a point to keep his hand resting on his friend's knee. A reassurance that he wouldn't leave and wouldn't 


tell a soul. 


They, or rather Kirk, talked until the fire died down to simmering embers. Hungry and thirsty, he offered to 
fix them something and, as he made his way to the kitchen, another realisation settled over him. James' 

hunting now had a more obvious reason rather than living from field to fork. Placated by that knowledge, he 
fixed them some of James’ herbal teas before digging out a packet of cookies. He dared not look through the 


refrigerator, just in case. 
The clock above the fire place was easing into the early hours when James showed him to a guest room. 


The wolf-man leaned against the door frame as Kirk took in the room with a sprawling bed and yet more large 


windows. "| don't expect you to drive home tonight." 


Kirk smiled and wandered back to his friend. "Thank you. | appreciate it." 


"Sleep well." 
"You, too, James." 


Lying in bed, Kirk stared at the ceiling and thought over all that he'd seen. Part of him couldn't believe that 
James had kept such a secret for so long. Yet he also wondered how James hadn't permanently gone into 
hiding. Yes, he was known for being reclusive and quiet and Kirk wondered how much of it was down to his 


affliction 
But he was grateful that, of all the people in the world, James had chosen to share his secret with him. 


It was a strange creaking that drew him from the depths of his room. The clock beside his bed said that it 
was a little after 4am. Sunrise was still hours away and Kirk could feel the lack of sleep scratching at his eyes. 
He was older and supposedly wiser but late nights were his thing. He enjoyed seeing midnight come and go and 
the early hours whisper into being. He loved to watch the night sky change as constellations eased across the 


horizon. But falling asleep at Zam only to wake at four was a reminder that he was no longer his younger self. 


Slipping from the bedroom, he made his way along the hallway that weaved through the sprawling cabin. The 


creaking grew louder and, with it, Kirk could hear the distinct sounds of someone deep in passion 


A pool of light lit the otherwise dark hallway and, pausing at the open door, Kirk took in the sight before him. 
James, in all of his werewolf glory, was bent over what, to the glancing eye, would look like a piece of padded 
furniture. Four sturdy legs supported a large black padded bench. Rounded at one end, it taped down to a point 
and, to Kirk's eyes, included handles at the far end. James was stretched over it with his shorts around his 
knees. His cock appeared to be moving in and out of the bench's thicker end. His sandy-yellow fur glistened in 
the warm light of the small reading lamp as he rocked his hips back and forth and his tail was settled around 
the tops of his muscular thighs. Ears that had listened so intently to Kirk several hours previously were 
pinned back against his head while his canine features were twisted into an expression of pure lust. Deep, 


guttural groans that bordered on canine growls ripped from between his long, yellowed fangs. 


As quickly as his arousal grew so did the shame and sadness. Keeping himself to the shadows, Kirk tried to 
compose himself at the sight he was witnessing. He hadn't thought that sexual frustration would be a thing 
for James, especially when he was dealing with his wolf-like form. But, if anything, the monthly change in 
hormones and DNA would be enough to drive a man crazy even twenty years after the initial incident. So 


much so that getting any kind of relief would be nearly impossible. 


Unless, of course, you had endless money and could build a house in the middle of the mountains and create 


custom sex Toys. 


Kirk watched in fascination as James finally reached his peak. The man who'd become a wolf arched his back 
and let out a roar that shook the tiny room. Kirk averted his eyes in order to allow the being before him to 


enjoy the moment. As he did, he began to notice other features. A black bench with a distinct curve in the 


middle. A comfortable looking chair that appeared to have anatomically correct indentations. The small room 
was intended to be a hideaway from the hideaway house. A place where James could come and indulge himself 


when the weight of the full moon truly got to him. 
"Kirk?" His name had a distinct rasp to it as James’ voice hissed past teeth that probably still felt unusual. 


He looked up and found James standing in the middle of the room. His shorts were still around his knees and 
his tail was flicking around his ankles. His cock was still erect, painfully so it seemed. Kirk couldn't help but 
marvel at the size and shape of it. The way it swept up from a pair of large, heavy balls to a balled knot at 
the base before finishing in a smooth semi-human head. Semen coated the entire length and, from the droplet 


that bubbled from the bulging slit, James appeared ready to continue. 
"I didn't mean to sneak up on you," Kirk murmured. 


Those eyes, still so blue, held a sadness that Kirk was all too used to seeing. Even in canine form, every one of 
James’ emotions were visible. Stepping into the room, Kirk placed a hand on James' chest and lowered his head. 
He could feel the other man's heart beating beneath the stretched muscles and thick fur. On top of that, he 


could feel the anguish of having to hide away from a world that James adored. 


Embarrassment suddenly flooded over him and colour touched his cheeks. Kirk felt like a teenager on a date, 
shy and awkward as he stood before the man that he'd known so long. But there was something that he 
needed to say. Something that he needed to do. 


‘| can help you, if you like?" he murmured. 


He heard James chuckle and a clawed hand came to rest in the back of his head. "I'd like that very much. 


Thank you." 


Suddenly meek and quiet, Kirk allowed himself to be lead into the room. Hidden behind one of James’ many 
custom toys was an old and worn corner couch. Sitting himself down, he finally lifted his head to look at the 
creature before him. The creature who, just a few hours previously, he'd been introduced to. Beyond the 
sandy fur and pointed features, Kirk could still see the man that he'd known for so long. Eyes as blue as the 
morning sky still stared at him. And that distinctly canine face was, he was surprised to see, capable of a 
smile. And while James had towered over everyone around him, his wolf body made him even more intimidating. 


His shoulders were broader and his chest more muscular. 


Stretching out a hand, he allowed his fingers to wander over James’ hard flesh. James stood over him with his 
legs spread and his head thrown back. His hands were clenched at his sides and that tail flicked back and forth 
as Kirk began to gently stroke him. 


Pre-come, far thicker than anything a human male would produce, slicked his friend's cock and Kirk found 
himself enjoying the glide of his hand against skin. His own arousal began to return and he shifted on the couch 


in order to make himself more comfortable. 


Kirk was fascinated by the changes in his friend and watched as the knot at the base of his cock shifted 
slightly with every sweep of his hand. He wondered what it would feel like to have such a cock inside of him. A 
blush touched his cheeks and he lowered his head. 


"Don't look away," James hissed. "Want to see you." 


He did as he was asked and swept the silver hair from his face as returned his gaze to James. Eyes stared 
down at him and those lips were pulled back to reveal deathly-sharp fangs. Saliva pooled along them before 
dripping from the tips and down to James' thickly-furred chest. 


"You... feel.. so.. good" To Kirk, it sounded as though James could barely form words. He believed that the other 


man was sinking deeper into his primal side. 


And that's just what sex was; raw and primal and something that everyone should be allowed to indulge in. It 
must have been so painful to possibly spend several weeks of the year locked away and with no outlet for 


intimacy. It was no wonder that James had spent time creating a room for himself to play in. 


His hands swept down to clasp the knot. James hissed when it was gently squeezed and Kirk made a point of 
doing it several times before his fingers made their way down to heavy, fluid-filled balls. He rolled them in the 
palms of his hands before sweeping his fingers between James’ thick legs to his sensitive hole. Above him, the 


wolf-man growled and sagged, his legs appearing to become weak. 
"Not... going... to... last" 


Kirk took that as a hint. He returned his hands to James’ cock and, cupping a palm over the head, used the 
other to stroke and tease his friend's rigid flesh. The beast that stood over him gave guttural groans and 
rocked his hips before finally giving into that most basic of human desires. Semen flooded his hand and dribbled 
along his arm but Kirk didn't stop under James did. 


Silence hung over them for a moment. A silence so laden with unspoken words that Kirk was sure that he 
could write a book. When James finally straightened up his face seemed a little more relaxed. A smile tugged at 
his snout and his eyes seemed a little warmer. The words that hissed past his teeth were enough to make 
Kirk's heart jump and desire sweep through his soul. 


"Your turn" 


The Morning After the Night Before 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, okay, okay. | give in. You win! This was only meant to be a one shot. But you wanted more. So here's the 


next chapter! There will be even more. | promise. ;) 


Kirk woke to find himself in the guest room. The bed, as large and as comfortable as it was, seemed strangely 


empty. Almost as though another should have occupied the spare space. 


Daylight appeared to have broken hours beforehand and sunlight streamed through the large picture window. 
The storm that had torn through the area the previous night had vanished as quickly as it had appeared. 


Rolling onto his side, Kirk stared out of the window and to the rain-kissed trees. Droplets continued to fall to 
the mossy ground that surrounded the cabin. A cabin that was as lonely as the man in the bed. 


He felt as though he should have stayed with James. Curled up beside him and whispered sweet nothings until 
the sun had started to stroke the horizon. He should have held him close and helped to melt his fears. Instead, 
they'd messed around a little more before the Sandman had tickled their eyelids and sent them on their 


separate ways. 


Slipping from the bed, Kirk stared out of the window and found himself looking out at a beautiful early Fall day. 
The last of the year's warmth crept through the glass and he could already feel the clear mountain air 
seeping into his lungs. The area was a far cry from the horror-movie set he thought he'd stepped onto the 


previous night. It would be good, James permitted, if they could get out among the trees even for a moment. 


Wrapping himself in a robe, Kirk stepped from the room and crept through the sprawling cabin In the stark 
light of day everything looked different. Gone were the roaring fires and snug corners. Instead he found a place 
that felt, at times, a little soulless. A hideaway from a world that would reject the building's owner. A crypt 
for someone who, in the outside world, would be a spook story or urban legend A terror and a freak that no 


one would want to face. 


He passed the playroom, its door now shut against prying eyes and the memories locked away. Kirk paused 
beside it and felt the lump in his throat grow a little thicker. To live hidden and locked away from all that you 


loved was no life. A self imposed exile and prison. 


As much as the cabin felt like a prison, there was an airiness to the hallways. Windows opened up onto the 
forest that surrounded the building and sunlight flooded every room. Passing another bedroom, Kirk peered 
around the cracked-open door and smiled. James, still very much in wolf form as he would be for several 


more days, was sprawled across a king-size bed. The bed covers were bunched to one side as though James 


had become hot in the night. His clawed hands gripped the edge of the mattress and his thick tail was curled 
over the back of his thighs. One of his padded-feet twitched as a dream rode through his mind. 


Allowing his canine-looking friend to sleep, Kirk made his way to the kitchen. Like the rest of the cabin it had a 
wonderful view of the outside. A grey marble island sat in the middle of the large room with suspiciously new 
looking pans hanging above it. He wandered from cupboard to cupboard only to discover that the only dishes 
that had been used recently were the mugs that he'd placed beside the sink the night before. 


Turning on the cooker's gas, Kirk pressed the ignition and watched a blue flame jump to life. So there was gas. 


And there was running water. Not everything felt as though it was for show. 


Relief spread through him when he opened the refrigerator and found milk and eggs among the numerous cuts 


of meat. Looking through the cupboards turned up flour but litte else. 


Cooking, even something as simple as pancakes, was a comfort to Kirk. He knew that he shouldn't have felt 
wary but being in a sprawling cabin in the heart of the mountains with a literal werewolf was playing on his 
mind. He was shut in a building with a creature that could easily overpower and kill him. Not that James would 


but Kirk still had very little information on how the monthly change affected his friend. 


A shadow flickered to his right and Kirk heard the fridge door ease open. He turned to find James standing 
before the refrigerator, his clawed hands grabbing at whatever he could lay them on. His powerful jaws tore 
chunks from the slabs of meat while blood pooled around his snout. Repulsed, Kirk grabbed a pan from above 


his head and held it out. 

lm not going to chastise you in your own home but at least let me cook that for you." 

Eyes that were suddenly awash with shame and sadness looked at him. Kirk refused to look away, his face soft 
as he continued to hold the pan out. Eventually, the hulking werewolf did as he was asked and placed the meat 
at the heart of the pan. 

"Seasoning?" he asked. "And | assume that you want it cooked raw to rare?" 

James nodded and moved to skulk away. Unlike the previous night, he wore no pants and everything was on 
show. Kirk presumed that the pants had just been a nicety and that James spent his full mon days lolling 
around just as he was. 


Reaching out, he wrapped a hand around the beasts thick wrist and pulled him back. 


"| don't want you to go anywhere. Stay here." He smiled. "The house is built for you and, well, there's things 


that | can't reach. l'm gonna need some help at some point." 


He was sure that he saw James' lips and snout twist into something resembling a smile. There was also 


something else, a smell that Kirk could only describe as wet dog. Placing the pan on the heat, he added oil and 


seasoning. 
"This is kind of a personal question, and | know you have trouble speaking, but do you shower?" 


James had heaved his body onto a stool. His elbows rested on the marble island as he watched Kirk work. He 
gave a little shrug, which was followed by a sigh. James slipped from the stool and padded into another room. 


He returned a moment later carrying an iPad which he placed on the counter. 


With one eye on the stove, Kirk watched as James began to clumsily tap at the tablet. Once he was done, he 


turned the screen around so that Kirk could read. 
Can't remember the last time that | took a shower while in wolf form. Its kinda difficult to do by yourself. 
Kirk smiled. "Well, I'm here now. | can help. | need to go to the store so I'll pick up some appropriate shampoos." 


There was another of those twisted smiles. Grabbing plates from a cupboard that was slightly too high for 
him to reach, Kirk served James his not-quite-raw meat before piling the pancakes onto his own. 


"Pancake?" he asked. 


The smile that he received, as ugly as it was, was more than enough to warm his soul. 


The drive to Denver was just over thirty minutes and gave Kirk time to clear his head. The sky was endless 
and blue and the Fall breeze thundered through the off-roader‘s open windows, whipping at his hair and 


stealing his voice as he sang along to one of the many local radio stations. 


He'd needed out, if only for a couple of hours, in order to process everything that was happening. Seeing his 
friend in such a way was painful. Yet, at the same time, it was fascinating. He wanted to know what it felt like 


and how the change affected James. He wanted to be there from when it started to when it ended. 


Kirk also suspected that James hadn't expected him to stay which was why there were only the bare basics in 
the cabin. He suspected that James expected him to be polite, stay for a coffee, and then high-tail it back to 
the airport. 


But that wasn't him. No matter what was going on in their lives, he would always have time for his friends, 
even if they were afflicted with a shapeshifting disease. He wasn't going to leave James, nor tell anyone his 
secret. Now, after twenty years, James would have someone to keep him company through those long, dark 


full moon weeks. 


He found a big box store on Denver's outskirts and loaded up on food and, oddly, dog shampoo. Unsure of what 
would, and wouldn't, affect James, Kirk picked up the mildest and gentlest of formulas. He tossed a detangling 


spray into his cart fr good measure, along with specialist brushes and combs. If it helped James to feel better, 


then so be it. 


The large vehicle crunched its ways back over the gravel parking lot and Kirk wondered if James had ever 
spent any time in the surrounding forest. Did locals tell stories of a giant dog that had been seen roaming the 
shadows? Were children told to stay away from the trees lest they were stolen by the beast that lurked 


among them? 


Wandering back into the cabin, he found James sprawled on a couch with a football game playing on the 
television. One long muscular leg dangled to the floor leaving everything on show. At least James had TV and 
internet to keep him occupied during the weeks he spent hidden from the world. 


He took the bags through to the kitchen and unloaded before making his way back along the wide hallway. His 
arms were loaded with shower supplies and Kirk wasn't surprised when he came across a large wet room. 
There would have been no way that James would have been able to use a regular bath or shower and the 


tiled room had several points for jets of water. 


Leaving everything on a shelf, he went back to the lounge and ran a hand across the bridge of James’ head. A 
peaceful growl reached his ears while his friend's canine ones relaxed against his head. Leaning down, he 


pressed a kiss to James' forehead. 
"Shower? | bought a bunch of stuff and l'm more than happy to help. Goodness knows | could do with one, too." 


The wolf picked up the remote and turned off the TV before slipping from the couch. His large form positively 
towered over Kirk and, once again, he found himself feeling more than a little intimidated. He'd offered to get 


naked with this being and he would have been lying if he'd said he hadn't felt a little scared. 


But Kirk knew that he had to do it. He needed to build that bond with James and let the other man know that 


he wasn't going to run. 


Standing before James, he placed a hand on his friend's broad chest. James’ heart beat beneath his fingers 


and, for a moment, Kirk stood with his eyes closed as he gently massaged the thickly-furred chest. 


"I'm not leaving," he murmured. "I'm not running. I'm here for you, just as we've been here for one another for 
so long. But I'm scared, James. | don't expect you to explain everything to me right now but | need to know 


that l'm safe. | need to know that you're suddenly not going to turn on me." 


He knew that James wouldn't speak without the assistance of his iPad What he hadn't expected was for a 
large, clawed hand to work its way into his hair and gently guide him closer. Arms as thick as logs and as 
strong as steel held him against a body that was so distinctly not human. His own arms encircled James’ waist 


as much as they could and Kirk allowed himself to relax. 


His fingers rode up James’ back, feeling the strength that was hidden beneath the fur. Muscles twitched with 
each of his movements and he could feel James finally beginning to relax. Ever since he'd arrived the previous 
evening, Kirk had noticed that his friend had been on edge and wary of his presence. Unsurprising considering 

that he'd just revealed himself to be something that was once a work of fiction. So to feel James’ body begin 


to unwind was a blessing. 
Finally, Kirk made to pull away. He gazed up at James' canine face and smiled. "Come on. Let's get wet" 


Having warm water washing over his naked skin was a relief like no other. While he'd sampled some of the best 
showers in the world, Kirk had never imagined that the best he'd ever find would be hidden in a cabin in the 
forests of Colorado. 


James sat before him, his head against his chest as Kirk worked shampoo into his thick fur. Even in a sitting 
position, his head still came to Kirk's shoulders. The simple action of washing another was, for Kirk, mediative. 
And it also appeared to be the same for James. The hulking creature was slumped with his paw-like hands 
resting in his lap. His body rose and fell with slow, measured breaths and, when Kirk peered closer, he could 


see exactly what James’ hands were hiding. 


Smiling to himself, he leaned closer and rested his chin on the top of James’ bowed head. "I'm not gonna freak 


out if you need to take care of some things while we're here." 


At that, James’ ears pricked and the low, rumbling sound that he'd been making morphed into a soft growl. Kirk 
stepped back as he straightened a little before resting the palm of one padded hand against his strained 


erection. 


Soap suds swirled around the drain and the sound of water pattering against tiles was joined by a voice that 
was distinctly unhuman. Kirk watched with a strange fascination as James stroked himself. His cock shifted 
against his hand, swelling and knotting until it became the engorged organ that he'd touched the previous night. 


And he wanted to do the same once more. He longed to sit on the tiled floor before James and touch him. 
Wanted to him lost in the throes of passion before erupting. Wanted to feel, and taste, and take his friend's 


cock inside of him. 
All in good time. All in good time. 


In an attempt to calm and distract himself, Kirk set about using the detangler and running a comb through 
James’ fur. Knots snagged at the plastic teeth and the werewolf hissed and flinched before relaxing. Dead hair 
came free and washed away and, once he was finished, Kirk was able to stand back and look at the creature 
before him. Golden fur that had been a tangled mess was now sleek and damp. James continued to sit amid the 
jets of water, obviously lost to the lust that coursed through him. It was almost on instinct that Kirk stepped 
back up to him. His fingers wandered across his friend's head and between his ears, finding spots that hadn't 


been scratched in a long time, if ever at all 


James' voice rose a notch and the growls turned into heavy pants. His head lolled back and into Kirk's hand 
while he continued to furiously work at his cock. Pre-come leaked from the head and was instantly washed 
away to join dirt, grime, and suds. It moved against his clawed fingers and, as Kirk worked into the spot behind 
his ears, James erupted. Ropes of semen arched from his dick and splattered against his chest and throat. 
They hung for a moment, thick and white, before the shower caught them and forced them to disappear as 
quickly as they'd appeared. 


Kirk didn't immediately move to shut the shower off. Instead, he wrapped his arms around his friend's 
shoulders and rested his head between James’ ears. His hands wandered over the soaked fur, his fingers 
finding remnants of semen. He didn't say a thing as nothing needed to be said. 


James' bedroom truly was like nothing that he'd ever seen before. The outside wall was a single window that 
looked out into the trees. Through them, Kirk could see the rise of the mountains and the golden hue of the 
sun. Everything within the room itself was made from a light wood including James' oversized, and comfortable 
looking, bed Covers and blankets and pillows were scattered across the mattress and Kirk had to hold himself 


back from sinking into its embrace. 


Instead, he sat on the end of the bed while James sat on the floor. He ran the hairdryer across his friend's 
damp fur, smiling as the wolf softly hummed and growled to himself. 


"You've done this yourself, right?" 


James shrugged and Kirk didn't want to press him to speak. Talking was an obvious strain on James’ altered 


vocal chords. 
"But not often enough because it's a pain in the ass?" 


He got a nod as a response and Kirk ran the comb between his friend's pointed ears. That earned him a sound 
that wouldn't have been out of place from a cat. He smiled and repeated the action, watching with sheer 


enjoyment as James turned to putty. 


But he could understand the not washing. Trying to wash, or even dry, the hard to reach spots would be 
difficult, if not impossible. At some point it would become depressing and easier to just wallow in the dirt and 


grime for those few days. 


Giving the fur on James back one last ruffle, Kirk sat back, happy with his work. "All done. I'm going to get 
dressed." 


The movement was so quick that he didn't even see it. James had turned to kneel before him. One of his large, 
clawed hands rested on his thigh and those blue eyes, eyes that looked so strange when set into a canine face, 


earnestly stared at him. A shudder ran along Kirk's spine and his breath caught in his throat. 


"Don't fear me." Three words, spoken with a hiss through terrifyingly long teeth, washed over him. 


James gently stroked along his thigh, his eyes forever on Kirk Unable to look away, Kirk allowed himself to be 
touched, the sensation of thick, padded fingers against his naked skin was divine. As James’ hand pressed 
further along his body, Kirk took the hint and lay back against the bed. The mattress enveloped him as hands 
pushed his legs apart. 


Kirk had never known himself to be overcome by so many feelings at once; lust, need, love, anxiety, and 
trepidation swirled through him as the hands that belonged to his changed friend stroked over his growing 
erection. Sensations, all of them new and all of them pleasurable, rode through him. Kirk wanted to cry, 
scream, and vocalise his need all at the same time yet his voice refused to cooperate. With his hands balled 


into the bed covers, he lay back as a long, wide tongue began to gently lap at his cock 


But he had to look No matter how hard it was, he needed to force himself to look. And when he did, Kirk 
fought with himself to not pull away. 


A distinctly dog-shaped face looked up at him. A long-snouted face with human eyes and a mix of human and 
animal desires. That combination, as potent as it was, was coursing through James’ veins and demanding that 


both of them give themselves over to unbridled desire. 


Running his fingers over James’ head, Kirk locked his hands behind his friend's skull and pulled him a little 
closer. The long, wide tongue moved lower and cradled his balls, lapping at the sensitive flesh until Kirk could no 
longer keep still. With a deep moan, he pulled his knees up and spread his legs wider to give his friend access to 
his hole. The hole that he hoped James would, at some point, take advantage of. 


That tongue explored every inch of his exposed flesh, teasing and tormenting him and driving him to the edge 
of insanity. Never had Kirk imagined what life would hold for him. Never had he thought that it would 
eventually lead to the door of a werewolf. Never had he thought that he would be sprawled on their bed while 
they treated him to the gentlest, and the most mind-blowing, evening of his life. 


"Gonna come," he murmured. "Gonna come, James." 


That didn't seem to deter the wolf that knelt before him. If anything, it just pushed James harder, his tongue 
working its way from his hole, over his balls and back to cock. He lapped at the head and drank down the pre- 
come before twisting his soft tongue over and around the veins. Each sweep of that tongue made Kirk's head 
spin and he pressed his fingers ever closer to James. They rode over pointed ears and through thick fur in 


order to press his friend's wet nose and talented tongue against his own sensitive flesh. 


The tip of that tongue teased him and sent him to places that he'd never dreamed of. Deep within his soul 
dark desires were awakened. They festered and bubbled until they overwhelmed his mind and took command of 
his flesh. No longer could Kirk deny what was happening and he allowed the pleasure that dare not speak its 


name to become one with him. 


His orgasm was so powerful that the world around him disappeared. His mind went blank and the only sound 


was a hiss in his ears. 


Cradled in the bed, Kirk took his time coming round. His breathing echoed through his head and his vision came 
and went. When he finally came to, he found James stretched out beside him with his large head resting on his 
paws. In that moment, with his large, puppy-eyes, he looked more golden retriever than dangerous werewolf. 
Unable to help himself, Kirk rolled onto his side and smiled. Propped on an elbow, he ran a hand over James’ 
forehead and between his ears. His fingers once more scratched at those parts that James found hard to 


reach, eliciting soft growls and gentle groans. 


‘lm not going anywhere," he murmured. "I'm gonna come back every month with you. And even if nothing 


happens, you'll have someone here to help you shower and to scratch those parts that you can't reach." 


Those blue eyes slowly closed and re-opened and Kirk felt his heart go into freefall. He wondered how their 
relationship would pan out and what the days of human normality would be like. 


"I'm not going to tell anyone," he quietly continued. "This is our secret, okay? Just you and me. And the sex 
doesn't have to continue outside of here. l'm not expecting a relationship with you so please don't worry. But | 
am here to help you through all of it" He fell silent for a moment. The only thing that kept him awake was the 
slow movement of his own hand. Yet his mind was working overtime as he thought over all that he knew. "You 
know, the moon affects us all in so many ways, whether that's mentally or hormonally.’ Leaning in, he gently 
kissed James’ forehead, savouring the feeling of the thick fur against his skin. "I'm looking forward to learning 


more about you." 


The Tale of How it All Began 


Early evening had eased itself into the mountains and through the kitchen window Kirk could see the sun 
setting between the trees. The sky, as clear as it was, had become a riot of pinks and oranges while the 


mountains had slowly melted into shadows against the sunset. 


He cooked. Doing so soothed his soul and eased his worries. Worries about claws and teeth and a creature that 
may turn violent. As he stood at the stove so James tapped at his iPad. He grunted when he wanted Kirk's 


attention and slid the computer towards him. 


| know what you're thinking and | know what you want. | would never hurt you. | will never turn violent But that 
will be painful. There are ways to prepare you for it but | worry that | will damage you. 


Kirk smiled and reached to ruffle James’ ears. "| know. But we can experiment." 
More tapping and the gentle scush of the computer being pushed back across the work surface. 


We can And I appreciate it. Your presence arouses me and Im happy that youre able to relax with me in such a 


way. 
Curious, Kirk asked, "Why do | arouse you?" 
You are beautiful and you smell incredible! 


Flipping slabs of meat onto James’ plate, Kirk smiled. "Well, I'm glad that | do that for you. You do the same for 


me. 


A blush touched his cheeks as he plated his own food and pushed James’ toward him. Nothing more needed to 
be said as they made their way into the spacious lounge. A fire crackled in the hearth and candles littered the 
stone fire place. The atmosphere was one of warmth and acceptance rather than a stoney coolness. Everything 


was open between them and Kirk felt the love flow through him. 


Settling on the couch, he rested the plate on his knees and began to sift through the pile of vegetables and 
noodles. James had declined vegetables preferring instead to continue raiding his fridge of meat. A typed 
conversation had lead Kirk to understand that James sourced his meat while in human form and prepped it 


ready for those weeks that he would be banished from the world A chest freezer at the back of the cabin 


was already filled and waiting for the following month's full moon. 


A travel documentary babbled on the TV and Kirk found himself oddly relaxed. The whole scene with them 
eating dinner on the couch while watching television was strangely homely. Sure, he'd eaten dinner with James 
in the same situation a million times before. But James hadn't been a hulking seven-foot werewolf with 


shoulders wider than the fridge and thighs as thick as trees. 


From the corner of his eye, he could see James tucking into his plate full of meat. He was picking at it rather 
than swallowing it whole as he had done in the morning. There was an air of calm over him as though, for 


James, the world was righting itself. 


And, Kirk assumed, it was. For twenty long years, he'd kept his affliction a secret from everyone. No one, not 
even those closest to him, knew that he had a disorder that, for a week every month, caused him to lose 
everything. His friends, his band, everyone he knew and loved; all were banished away for several days so that 


James could deal with the creature that he became. 


To Kirk, it was much like the rituals where women, when menstruating, would walk away from their families 
until they were once more considered clean. He wondered if James had ever made the same comparison, he, 
much like many women of the world, was also touched by the moon in a way that, to some people, he would 


become undesirable. So he had to walk away until he too became clean once more. 


Despite the homeliness of the scene there was still an air of tension hanging over them, a danger that Kirk 
realised he had to continuously be scanning for. For while James had his moments of being content, deep down 
Kirk knew that he would be able to turn in a heartbeat. The human that he knew still lived deep inside of 
James but the exterior, and the mannerisms, were one of a wild, untamed animal. An animal that could, should 


the desire take him, kill without a thought. 


He collected their plates once they'd finished and stashed them in the dishwasher. Returning to the lounge, he 
found James propped on one end of the couch, his elbow resting on the arm and his head resting against his 


paw. All seemed well. All seemed safe. 
But still.. 


Without even looking at him, James picked up his iPad and began typing. Eventually he pushed it across the 


couch, again without so much as a glance toward Kirk. 


| know what youre thinking And | know that you can feel it in the air. | know that youre scared | know why you're 
scared and thats perfectly natural Who wouldn't be? You've walked into a scenario that only exists in books and 
movies. And yes, | know that youre considering the possibility of my temper coming into play, too. 


Kirk, | will never hurt you. Ever. Protect you, yes Hurt you, no. Please understand that, right now, in this period of 
the month, my senses are heightened | can hear every car that passes along the highway. | can hear every animal 
that comes close to the cabin. Hell, if | pause long enough, | can hear the change in the breeze. So HI be able to 


hear if someone comes too close. And that is the only time that you'll see me react in anger while in this form. 


Kirk sighed and placed the iPad back on the couch. Kneeling on the floor, he rested his hands on James’ knees 
and looked up into his face. Those eyes, the ones that he'd become so used to looking into, glanced down at him 
with sadness. The corners of his lips attempted to peel back into a smile and Kirk felt his own sadness rise. 


‘lm sorry for judging you," he murmured. "But it's going to keep coming up for me. You know that, right?" 
James nodded before reaching to scratch the bridge of his snout. 


"And my intention is not to hurt you. At least emotionally. But, as you said, | walked into this house about 
twenty-four hours ago to discover that one of my oldest, and closest, friends has been living a secret life as 
a werewolf for over twenty years. James.. That's a lot to take in | love you with everything that | have. 
Every ounce of my being. But this is still a shock. I'm still figuring you out, just like you're figuring out how I'm 


going to react to everything you do. I'm sorry if some of my reactions are hurting you." 
Again, James nodded and the pain swelled through his eyes before slowly beginning to melt away. 
"Want to tell me more about how all of this started?" 


The werewolf sighed, his muscular body rising and falling against the couch. If Kirk squinted hard enough, he 
could see the James he knew, the man who was nearing sixty with silver hair and a paunch of a stomach. If he 


sat back, he could see the James he knew from the Black Album; large and intimidating and more than a little 


Terrifying. 


Pulling himself back onto the couch, Kirk curled himself beneath a blanket and rested against the seat's thick 
cushions. His attention was fully on James as the werewolf began to type. His claws scrapped against the glass 
and Kirk wondered how often the protective was changed out. He also pondered the possibility of those claws 
nicking him, especially in the throes of passion. What would happen if James accidentally caught him? 


He filed the question away to ask as the night drew on For the moment, he closed his eyes and listened the 
sharp tap of claw against glass. The silence, bar the crackle of the fire, was so deep that he could hear the 


whisper of the breeze through the thick groves of trees. 


Eventually the iPad was dropped back beside him and Kirk slowly opened his eyes. His heart was in his throat 
as he picked it up and began to read. 


This all began when | went hunting in Russia. You know that already. But you dont know the how's and the why's 


We were out late one night somewhere in the mountains. You can imagine what it was lke; cold, painfully dark, and 


your head full of spook stories. It felt as though we werent just hunting the living but also the dead 


On thinking back on that time, the area didn’t have a great feeling Obviously | didnt realise it at the time. Russian 
vodka was running through my veins and all | could think of was the task at hand 


None of us saw it coming Amazingly none of us heard it. It didn’t show up on night vision All | know is that it sank 
its teeth into my arm. 


İt was grey. Thats all | remember. Grey and huge with teeth that could tear you limb from limb, All it dd was 
take a chunk from my bicep. Because of the darkness, | didnt see much of it. It wasnt until later on that | found 


exactly where the bite came from. 


The nearest hospital was several hours from our location. There was a helicopter nearby which was how we'd 
arrived in the area And it was used to ferry me fo a hospital Fuck knows how | survived. Fuck knows how | made 


it through that journey. 


Í vaguely remember my time in the hospital Obviously | was pumped full of drugs so that they could keep me going 
and patch me up. | remember waking up to doctors with ghostly faces. Pale. Lifeless. They were looking at me hke | 


was an anomaly, 


They spoke to me through a translator. As | was still under the influence of ALOT of drugs, | couldnt quite 
comprehend what they were saying They told me that Id suffered a werewolf bite and that while they could 
repair me physically, they couldnt stop what would happen If it happened. 


There's no antidote. There's no shot to stop it. If you've been bitten it truly is a game of Russian roulette as to 


whether youll become one of them. 


Luck wasn't on my side and here | am. That first full moon | was lucky to be away from the house. | was out here 
somewhere, possibly up a mountain, but definitely away from everyone. The change is paintul, but relatively quick. 
Only takes an hour or so either way. But it leaves you exhausted 


Affer that first change | decided to build this place. h the interim | had to find somewhere else to stay which is 
why | bought the original house in Vail That was my escape. That was where | hid from you. | felt ashamed to be 
hiding but | had to do it. Because we'd have been featured on some shit TV show on some shit network 


The wound healed You've seen it a millon times | told you that it was from an accident out here. That | lost a 
chunk of flesh doing over the garden or something. No. Its a werewolf bite. 


And that brings us to the present. 20 years later. 

Kirk sighed and handed the iPad back to James. He could see something akin to exhaustion in the werewolf's 
eyes. Even though night had yet to fully creep over them, telling his story had taken a lot out of the 
creature. 

"I have one question" 


James nodded. 


"We want to play. Which I'm more than okay with. But would you scratching me cause me to become a 


werewolf?" 


James' body rose and fell and he picked up his tablet. Tapping once more filled the room. Kirk waited patiently 
until it was handed back to him. 


No. Scratches dont turn you. There's a venom n a werewolfs salvia that's only released when the jaw uses a 


certain amount of pressure. | wont bite you. | promise. Not even a np. 


Smiling, he placed the iPad on a nearby table and turned back to James. He reached out and gave the werewolf 
a scratch behind the ears. 


"Thank you. | appreciate it" His attention was drawn to the picture window and the inky darkness that lay 


beyond it. "Have you ever been out there? As in taken a walk?" 
James shook his head and his flattened a little. 
"How about we do it tomorrow?" 


The couch shifted as James got to his feet in order to retrieve the tiny computer and Kirk felt a sad 
nervousness descend over him. He'd never realised that James may not want to leave the cabin. That shutting 


himself away from the world was the best thing for everyone. 


There's hunters out there. And yes, they cross my boundaries. | havent tried to stop them because they all think 
that this place is empty. They dont realise that there's something living in here for I2 weeks of the year. 


"Will they be out in the morning? We could go just as dawn is breaking. Surely they won't be out then?" 


The conversation went back and forth for several more minutes before they finally agreed on a walk in the 
hours as the sun was rising. They would stay close to the house but being out in the air and among the trees 


would do them both the world of good. 


Kirk peered at the cabin's plan on the screen before tapping at it. The boundary lines stretched for quite a 
way meaning that, should James choose, he could have a lot of safety. "Might have to see about fixing that 


for you," he murmured. "You can't stay a prisoner in here all of the time." 


Convincing James to leave the house, he realised, was a bad idea. The cabin was his hideaway from a world 
that would turn him into even more of a freak than he already was. On top of that, the area was littered with 
hunters who could, and would, mistake James for some kind of prey. And if stories weren't already circulating 
about an oversized wolf roaming the mountains then they soon would be if they were spotted while out and 


about. 
"We don't have to go out," he softly said. "Really, we don't” 


Sadness and regret seemed to linger in James’ eyes. He stared down his snout at Kirk for a moment too long 


before picking up the tablet and beginning to type. 


You are right. | need to see the sun | need to feel the air. | will know if anyone is close by even before they see 
us. We should be fine as long as we are cautious and do not stray too far from the cabin It is fear that is holding 


me back. 


